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DEDICATION 

fo a certain handful of dear New Eng- 
land women of names unknovm to the 
world, dwelling in a certain quiet viUage, 
alike unknown : — 

We have loorked together to Toake our 
Utile comer of the great universe a pUa- 
santer place in which to live, and so we 
know, not only one another's names, but 
something of one another's joys and sor- 
rows, cares and burdens, economies, hopes, 
and anxieties. 

We (Ul remember the dusty uphill road 
thai leads to the green church common. 
We remember the while spire pointing 
upward against a background of blue 
sky and feathery elms. We remember the 
sound of the bell that falls on tJie Sabbath 




3lTt873 



DEDICATION 



// it had not been for you, I ahxndd never 
have wriUen this story, so I give it back 
to you tied with a sprig from Ophelia's 
nosegay; a sprig of "rosemary, that 's for 
remembrance." 

K. D. TV. 

August, 1007. 




THE OLD 
PEABODY PEW 




iDGEWOOD, like all the 
other villages along the 
banks of the Saco, is 
fullof sunny slopes and 
leafy hollows. There 
are little^ rounded, green-clad hillocks 
that might, like their scriptural sis- 
ters, ** skip with joy;" and there are 
grand, rocky hills tufted with gaunt 
pine trees — these leading the eye 
to the splendid heights of a neigh- 
bor State, where snow-crowned peaks 
tower in the blue distance, sweep- 
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ing the horizon in a long line 
majesty. 

Tory Hill holds its own among tl 
others for peaceful beauty and fa 
prospect, and on its broad, level sui 
mit sits the white^painted Orthodc 
Meeting-House. This faces a grasf 
common where six roads meet, \ 
if the early settlers had determine 
that no one should lack salTation b 
cause of a difficulty in reaching i 
risible source. 

The old church has had a dignific 
and fruitful past, dating &om thi 
day in 1761 when young Paul Coffi 
received his call to preach at a si 
pend of fifty pounds sterling a yeai 
answering " that never having heai 
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of any Uneasiness among the people 
about his Doctrine or manner of life, 
he declared himself pleased to Settle 
as Soon as might he Judged Conven- 
ient." 

But that was a hundred and fifty 
years ^o, and much has happened 
since those simple, strenuous old 
days. The chastening hand of time 
has been laid somewhat heavily on 
the town as well as on the church. 
Some of her sons have marched to the 
wars and died on the field of honor ; 
some* seeking better fortunes, have 
gone wratward ; others, wearying of 
village life, the rocky soil, and rigors 
of farm-work, have become entangled 
in the noise and competition* the 
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more or less extensive repairs. In 
point of fact, the still stronger word, 
" improvements," might be used with 
impunity ; though whenever the Dor- 
cas Society, being female, and there- 
fore possessed of notions regarding 
comfort and beauty, suggested any 
serious changes, the finance commit- 
tees, which were inevitably male in 
their composition, generally disap 
proved of making any impious alter- 
ations in a tabernacle, chapel, temple, 
or any other building used for purposes 
of worship. The majority in these au- 
gust bodies asserted that their ances- 
tors had prayed and sung there for a 
century and a quarter, and what was 
good enough for their ancestors was 







THE OLD PEABODY PEW 




meeting on winter Sundays, with her 
white ostrich feather turning gray 
and her eyes smarting and watering, 
for the rest of her natural life. 

Whereupon, this being in a business 
session, she then and there proposed 
to her already hypnotized constitu- 
ents ways of earning enough money 
to build a new chimney on the other 
side of the church. 

An awe-stricken community wit- 
nessed this beneficent act of vandal- 
ism, and, finding that no thunder- 
bolts of retribution descended from 
the skies, greatly relished the change. 
If one or two aged persons complained 
that they could not sleep as sweetly 
during sei:moQ-'time in the now oilaw 



m 



K^ 




THE OLD PEABODY PEW 



ceived with applause at the moment, 
subsequent study of the situation 
proved that such a proceeding was 
entirely beyond the modest means of 
the society. Then there arose an in- 
genious and militant carpenter in a 
neighboring village, who asserted that 
he would shingle the meeting-house 
roof for such and such a sum, and 
agree to drink every drop of water 
that would leak in afterward. This 
was felt by all parties to be a pro- 
mise attended by extraordinary risks, 
but it was accepted nevertheless, Miss 
Lobelia Brewster remarking that the 
rash carpenter, being already mar- 
ried, could not marry a Dorcas any- 
way, and even if he died, he was not a 
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years to come, and the weary sisters 
leaned back in their respective rock- 
ing'Chairs and drew deep breaths of 
satisfaction. 

These breaths continued to be 
drawn throughout an unusually ar- 
duous haying season ; until, in &ct, 
a visitor from a neighboring city 
was heard to remark that the Tory 
Hill Meeting-House would be one 
of the best preserved and pleasant- 
est churches in the whole State of 
Maine, if only it were suitably car- 
peted. 

This thought had secretly occurred 
to many a Dorcas in her hours of 
pie-making, preserving, or cradle- 
rocking, but had been promptly ex- 
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surface of the floor by the price 
of the carpet per yard, each Dorcas 
attaining a result entirely different 
from all the others, there was a 
shriek of dismay, especially from the 
secretary, who had included in her 
mathematical operation certain fig- 
ures in her possession representing 
the cubical contents of the church 
and the offending pitch of the roof, 
thereby obtaining a product that 
would haye dismayed a Croesus. 
Time sped and efforts increased, but 
the Dorcases were at length obliged 
to clip the wings of their desire 
and content themselves with carpet- 
ing the pulpit and pulpit steps, the 
choir, and the two aisles, learing the 
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" It would, indeed," the presidenl 
answered; "but it will take us al 
winter to pay for the present im 
provements, without any thought oi 
fresh paint. If only we had a fe^ 
more men-folks to help along ! " 

" Or else none at all ! " was Lobelit 
Brewster's suggestion. " It 's hayin 
so few that keeps us all stirred up 
If there wa'n't any anywheres, we 'c 
have women deacons and carpenter: 
and painters, and get along first rate 
for somehow the supply o' womei 
alwayft holds out, same as it doe: 
with caterpOlers an' flies an.' grass 
hoppers ! " 

Everybody laughed, although Ma 
ria Sharp asserted that she for on( 
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"He had died before Jere and I 
came back here to live," said Mrs. 
Burbank. "The first I remember, 
Justin Peabody sat in the end seat; 
the sister that died, next, and in 
the comer, against the wall, Mrs. 
Peabody, with a cr^pe shawl and 
a palmleaf fan. They were a hand- 
some family. You used to sit with 
them sometimes, Nancy ; Esther was 
great friends with you." 

"Yes, she was," Nancy replied, 
lifting the tattered cushion &om its 
place and brushing it ; " and I with 
her. — What is the use of scrubbing 
and carpeting, when there are only 
twenty pew-cushioi^ and six hassocks 
in the whole church, and most of 




\ 



THE OLD PEABODY PEW 



t:.'' 



them ra^ed? How can I ever mend 
this?" 

"I should n't trouble myself to 
dam other people's cushions ! " 

This unchristian sentiment came 
in Mrs. Miller's ringing tones from 
the rear of the church. 

" I don't know why," argued Maria 
Sharp. "I'm going to mend my Aunt 
Achsa's cushion, and we have n't 
spoken for years; but hers is the next 
pew to mine, and I 'm going to have 
my part of the church look decent, 
even if she is too stingy to do her 
share. Besides, there are n't any Pea- 
bodys left to do their own darning, 
and Nancy was friends with Esther." 

*• Yes, it 's nothing more than 
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ft week or ten days ago, and wrote, 
asking Tii'm if he 'd like to give a 
couple of dollars toward repairing 
the old church." 

Everybody looked at Mrs. Burbank 
with interest. 

" Has n't he answered ? " asked 
Maria Sharp. 

Nancy Wentworth held her breath, 
turned her face to the wall, and si- 
lently wiped the paint of the wain- 
scoting. The blood that had rushed 
into her cheeks at Mrs. Sargent's jeer- 
ing reference to Justin Peabody still 
lingered there for any one who ran 
to read, but fortunately nobody ran ; 
they were too busy scrubbing. 

" Not yet. Folks don't hurry about 




Ill 

•U8TIN Peabody had 
. once faithfully strug- 
\ gled with the practical 
I difficulties of life in 
[ Edgewood, or so he 
had thought, in those old days of 
which Nancy "Wentworth was think- 
ing as she wiped the paint of the 
Peabody pew. Work in the mills did 
not attract him; he had no capital to 
invest in a stock of goods for store- 
keeping ; school-teaching offered him 
only a pittance ; there remained then 
only the farm, if he were to stay at 
home and keep his mother company. 
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ing the quid of tobacco in his mouth 
reflectively, " the bug that ain't got 
no objection to p'ison is a bug that 's 
got -ways o' thinkin* an' feelin' an* rea- 
sonin' that I ain't able to cope with ! 
P'r'aps it 'a all a leadin' o' Providence. 
Mebbe it shows you 'd ought to quit 
farmin* crops an' take to riaisin' live 
stock ! " 

Justin did just that, as a matter of 
fact, a year or two later ; but stock that 
has within itself the power of being 
"live" has also rare qualifications for 
being dead when occasion suits, and 
it generally did suit Justin's stock. 
It proved prone not only to all the 
general diseases that cattle-flesh, is 
heir to, but was capable even of sui' 
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maiden heart is not commonly worn 
on the sleeve in New England. If 
she had been openly pledged to Jus- 
tin Peabody, she could have waited 
twice ten years with a decent show 
of self-respect, for long engagements 
were viewed rather as a matter of 
course in -that neighborhood. The 
endless months had gone on since 
that gray November day when Justin 
had said good-by. It had been just 
before Thanksgiving, and she went 
to church with an aching and un- 
grateful heart. The parson read from 
the eighth chapter of St. Matthew, 
a most unexpected selection for that 
holiday. *'If you can't find anything 
else to be thankful for," he cried. 




IV 

' T was Saturday af< 
I temoon, the twenty- 
' fourth of December, 
^ and the weary sisters 
tf of the Dorcas band 
rose from their bruised knees and 
removed their little stores of carpet- 
tacks from their mouths. This was 
a feminine custom of long standing, 
and as no village dressmaker had ever 
died of pins in the digestive organs, 
so were no symptoms of carx>et-tacks 
ever discovered in any Dorcas, living 
or dead. Men wondered at the habit 
and reviled it, but stood confounded 
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"Never mind!" smiled Nancy wea- 
rily. "Riyerboro folks never go 
to bed on Saturday nights without 
wondering what Edgewood is think- 
ing about them ! " 

The minister's wife stood at her 
window watching Nancy as she passe(? 
the parsonage. 

*' How wasted ! How wasted ! " 
she sighed. " Going home to eat her 
lonely supper and feed 'Zekiel. . . . 
I can bear it for the others, but not 
for Nancy. . . . Now she has lighted 
her lamp, . . . now she has put fresh 
pine on the fire, for new smoke comes 
from the chimney. Why should I sit 
down and serve my dear husband, 
and Nancy feed 'Zekiel ? " 
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riority, that moment the miracle has 
happened. 

"And now I beseech thee, lady, not 
as though I vyrote a new commandment 
unto thee, hut that which we had from 
the beginning, that we love one another.*' 

No, it could not be from Justin. 
She drank her tea, played with her 
beans abstractedly, and nibbled her 
slice of steaming brown bread. 

"^0^ as though I wrote a new com.' 
mandment unto thee." 

No, not a new one ; twelve, fifteen 
years old, that commandment ! 

" That we love one another." 

Who was speaking ? Who had 
written these words ? The first letter 
sounded just like Mrs. Emerson, who 
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mind, in the full belief that he was 
acting an honorable part in refusing 
to drag her iuto his tangled and fruit- 
less way of life. If she ever did care 
for him, — and he could not be sure, 
she was always so shy, — she must 
have outgrown the feeling long since, 
and be living happily^ or at least con- 
tentedly, in her own way. He was 
glad in spite of himself when he 
heard that she had never married ; 
but at least he had n't it on his con- 
science that he had kept her single ! 
On the seventeenth of Decem- 
ber, Justin, his business day over, 
was walking toward the dreary house 
in which he ate and slept. As he 
turned the comer, he heard one 
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woman say to another, as they watched 
a man stumbling sorrowfully down 
the street : " Going home will be the 
worst of all for him — to find nobody 
there ! " That was what going home 
had meant for him these ten years, 
but he afterward felt it strange that 
this thought shoidd have struck him 
so forcibly on that particular day. En- 
tering the boarding-house, he found 
Mrs. Burbank's letter with its Edge- 
wood postmark on the hall table, and 
took it up to his room. He kindled 
a little fire in the air-tight stove, 
watching the flame creep from shav- 
ings to kindlings, from kindlings to 
small pine, and from small pine to 
the round, hardwood sticks ; then 
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when the result seemed certain, he 
closed the stove door and sat down 
to read the letter. Whereupon all 
manner of strange things happened, 
in his head and heart and flesh and 
spirit as he sat there alone, his hands 
in his pockets, his feet braced against 
the legs of the stove. 

It was a cold winter night, and 
the snow and sleet beat against the 
windows. He looked about the ugly 
room : at the washstand with its 
square of oilcloth in front and its 
detestable bowl and pitcher ; at the 
rigors of his white iron bedstead, with 
the valley in the middle of the lumpy 
mattress and the dams in the rumpled 
pillowcases ; at the dull photographs 
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little blows ; at least, that is the way 
in which the wind and snow flattered 
themselves they were making exist- 
ence disagreeable to Justin Peabody 
when he read the letter ; but never 
were elements more mistaken. 

It was a June Sunday in the 
boarding-house bedroom ; and for 
that matter it was not the board- 
ing-house bedroom at all : it was the 
old Orthodox church on Tory Hill 
in Edgewood. 

The windows were wide open, and 
the smell of the purple clover and 
the humming of the bees were 
drifting into the sweet, wide spaces 
within. Justin was sitting in the 
end of the Peabody pew, and Nancy 
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and how green tlie b 
have been painted ve 
meant that the par 
prosperous. There w 
ters in the belfiy towi 
membered the form< 
and the rusty bell, am 
change. Did the chin 
in that comer? No; : 
had always said it wou i 
better if it had been 
the beginning. New s i 
a year : that was evidi 
ticed eye. He wonder( ■ 
had been done to the 
building, but he mu; 
the morrow to see, for, > 
doors would be locked. 
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burning at the back of tbe pulpit ; 
a candle, too, on the pulpit steps. 
There was the tip-tap-tip of a tack- 
hammer going on in a distant corner. 
Was somebody hanging Christmas 
garlands? The new red carpet at- 
tracted his notice, and as he grew 
accustomed to the dim light, it car- 
ried his eye along the aisle he had 
trod so many years of Sundays, to 
the old familiar pew. The sound 
of the hammer ceased, and a woman 
rose from her knees. A stranger was 
doing for the family honor what he 
ought himself to have done. The 
woman turned to shake her skirt, and 
it was Nancy Wentworth. He might 
have known it. Women were always 
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She had on a cosy jacket, a fur tur- 
ban of some sort with, a red breast 
in it, and her cheeks were flushed 
from exertion. " Sweet records, and 
promises as sweet," had always met 
in Nancy's face, and either he had 
forgotten how pretty she was, or else 
she had absolutely grown prettier 
during his absence. 

Nancy would hare chosen the su- 
preme moment of meeting very dif- 
ferently, but she might well have 
chosen worse. She unpinned her 
skirt and brushed the threads off, 
smoothed the pew cushions carefully, 
and took a last stitch in the ragged 
hassock. She then lifted the Bible 
and the hymn-book from the rack, 
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ibiy, not by the slow processes of 
growth which Nature demands for 
her enterprises, but with the sudden 
swiftness of the spirit. In an instant 
changes had taken place in Justin's 
soul which his so-called " experien- 
cing religion " twenty-five years back 
had been powerless to effect. He had 
indeed been baptized then, but the 
recording angel could have borne 
witness that this second baptism fruc- 
tified the first, and became the real 
herald of the new birth and the new 
creature. 
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the Wentworth parlor and gazing at 
the open soapstone stove ! 

" Oh, men are such fools ! " cried 
Nancy, smiles and tears struggling 
together in her speech, as she sat 
down suddenly in her own pew and 
put her hands over her face. 

" They are," agreed Justinhumbly ; 
" but I 've never stopped loving you, 
whenever I 've had time for thinking 
or loving. And I wasn't sure that 
you really cared anything about 
me ; and how could I have asked 
you when I had n't a dollar in the 
world ? " 

" There are other things to give 
a woman besides dollars, Justin." 

*' Are there ? Well, you shall have 
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was terribly afraid you would n't let 
me do it. It 'U need a good deal of 
thinking and planning, Nancy, for 
we shall be very poor/* 

Nancy had been storing up fidelity 
and affection deep, deep in the hire 
of her heart all these years, and now 
the honey of her helpfulness stood 
ready to be gathered. 

" Could I keep hens in Detroit ? *' 
she asked. '' I can always make them 
pay. 

" Hens — in three rooms, Nancy ? " 

Her face fell. " And no yard ? " 

" No yard." 

A mominf s pause, and then the 
smile came. " Oh, well, I Ve had 
yards and hens for thirty-five yearSi 
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Doing without them will be a change. 
I can take in sewing." 

" No, you can't, Nancy. I need 
your backbone and wits and pluck 
and ingenuity, but if I can't ask you 
to sit with your hands folded for the 
rest of your life, as I 'd like to, you 
shan't use them for other people. 
Tou 're marrying me to make a man 
of me, but I *m not marrying you to 
make you a drudge." 

His Toice rang clear and true in 
the silence, and Nancy's heart vi- 
brated at the sound. 

'* Oh, Justin, Justin ! " she whis- 
pered. " There 's something wrong 
somewhere, but we '11 find it out to- 
gether, you and I, and make it right. 
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There was a long pause ; then 1 
said: — 

" Now I shall call for you to-mt 
row morning after the last bell h 
stopped ringing, and we will walk i 
the aisle together and sit in the o 
Peabody pew. We shall be a nin 
days' wonder anyway, but this w 
be equal to an announcement, esp 
cially if you take my arm. "We dor 
either of us like to be stared at, hi 
this will show without a word whatv 
think of each other and what we '' 
promised to be to each other, and it 
the only thing that will make n 
feel sure of you and settled in n 
mind after all these mistaken yeai 
Have you got the courage, Nancy ? 
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tiny s\m. Nancy remembered the 
shepherd's song she had taught the 
Sunday-school children, and repeated 
softly : — 

*^ For I my sheep was watching 

Beneath the silent skies, 
When sudden, far to eastward, 

I saw a star arise ; 
Then all the peaceful heavens 

With sweetest music rang. 
And glory, glory, glory ! 

The happy angels sang. 

"So I this night am joyful. 

Though I can scarce tell why, 
It seemeth me that glory 

Hath met us very nigh ; 
And we, though poor and humble. 

Have part in heavenly plan. 
For, born to-night, the Prince of Peace 

Shall rule the heart of man." 
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" Ring out, sweet belli, 
O'er woods and dells 

Yoar loTely stnitia repeat, 
While happy throngs 
With joyous songs 

Each accent gladly greet." 

3BI8TMA8 moming in 
the old Tory Hill Meet- 
ing-House was felt by- 
all of the persons who 
were present in that 
particular year to be a most exciting 
and memorable occasion. 

The old sexton quite outdid him- 
self, for although he had rung the 
bell for more than thirty years, he 
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had never felt greater pride or joy in 
his task. Was not his son John home 
for Christmas, and John's wife, and 
a grandchild newly named Nathaniel 
for himself? "Were there not spare- 
ribs and turkeys and cranberries and 
mince pies on the pantry shelves, 
and barrels of rosy Baldwins in the 
cellar and bottles of mother's root 
beer just waiting to give a holiday 
pop? The bell itself forgot its age 
and the suspicion of a crack that 
dulled its voice on a damp day, and, 
inspired by the bright, frosty air, 
the sexton's inspiring pull, and the 
Christmas spirit, gave out nothing 
but joyous tones. 

Ding-do7tg ! DiTig-dong ! It fired 
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("And consid'able close, too, 
though there was plenty o' room ! ") 

(" And no one that I ever heard 
of so much as suspicioned that they 
had ever kept company ! ") 

(" And do you s'pose she knew 
Justin was expected back when she 
scrubbed his pew a-Friday ? ") 

(" And this explains the empty 
pulpit Tases ! ") 

(" And I always said that Nancy 
would make a real handsome couple 
if she ever got anybody to couple 
with!") 

During the unexpected and solemn 
procession of the two up the aisle the 
soprano of the Tillage choir stopped 
short in the middle of the Doxology, 
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and the three other roices carried it 
to the end without any treble. Also, 
among those present there were some 
who could not remember afterward 
the precise petitions wafted upward 
in the opening prayer. 

And could it be explained other- 
wise than by cheerfully acknowledg- 
ing the bounty of an oyerruling Provi- 
dence that Nancy "Wentworth should 
have had a new winter dress for the 
first time in five years — a winter 
dress of dark brown cloth to match 
her beaver muff and victorine ? The 
existence of this toilette had been 
known and discussed in Edgewood 
for a month past, and it was thought 
to be nothing more than a proper 
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clasped tight in the little brown muff. 
Far from grudging this appreciable 
part of their slender resources, she 
thrilled with pride to see Justin's 
offering fall in the plate. 

Justin was too absorbed in his own 
thoughts to notice anything, but his 
munificent contribution had a most 
unexpected effect upon his reputa- 
tion, after all ; for on that day, and 
on many another later one, when his 
sudden marriage and departure with 
Nancy "Wentworth were under dis- 
cussion, the neighbors said to one 
another : — 

" Justin must be making money 
fast out West ! He put ten dollars in 
the contribution plate a-Sunday, and 
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